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MARRI'D 



It's singin' in an' out, 
An' feelin' full of grace; 

Here 'n' there, up an' down, 
An' round about th' place. 



It's rollin' up your sleeves, 
An' whit'nin' up the hearth, 

An' scrubbin' out th' floors, 
An' sweepin' down th' path; 



It's bakin' tarts an' pies. 
An' shinin' up th' knives; 

An' feelin' 's if some days 
Was worth a thousand lives. 



It's watchin' out th' door, 
An' watchin' by th' gate; 

An' watchin' down th' road. 
An' wonderin' why he's late; 



MARRI'D 



An' feelin' anxious-like, 

For fear there's something wrong; 
An' wonderin' why he's kep', 

An' why he takes so long. 



It's comin' back inside 
An' sittin' down a spell, 

To sort o* make believe 
You're thinkin' things is well. 



It's gettin' up again 

An' wand'rin' in an* out; 
An' feelin' wistful-like. 

Not knowin' what about; 



An' flushin' all at once, 
An' smilin' just so sweet. 

An' feelin' real proud 
The place is fresh an' neat. 



An' feelin' awful glad 

Like them that watch'd Silo'm; 
An' everything because 

A man is comin' Home I 
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THE LOVIN'-WORD 



You are there, 
'N' I am here— 

What's it matter ? 
Tell me, Dear 1 

Side by side, 

Or far away, 
Love can always 

Find the way. 

So I send 

The lovin'-word 
Spoken soft 

As though you heard. 

Just a word 

Across the sea 
Whispered lightly 

"You an* Me." 

Send it back, 
O sweet-an'-true, 

Just as whispered, 
"Me an' you." 
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CUPID LOST HIMSELF TO-DAY 



Cupid lost himself to-day 
Straying out amid the May; 

Sat him down and wept forlorn 
Underneath the fairy thorn. 

Cupid laid his bow at rest, 
Slept with head upon his breast ; 

But the maidens of the day 
Wept that Cupid was away. 
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BY THE GLENELG 



I. — Sunset 

Within his tree the magpie trolled, 
Full-noted, all his song, and sweet j 

While on the wind that murmured by 
The muffled traffic of the street 

Came to me watching where, aglow, 

The red Noss road, a ribbon lay 
Across the hill and caught, from off 

One radiant cloud, the sun's last splendid ray. 



II. — ^Twilight 

I heard the trees, leaf unto leaf, 
Like dumb hands talking in the iiightj 

Each to the other as the hour 
Drew to its close, and waned the light. 

I heard the waters whispering ; 

And far across the Southern sky 
In lines of black the ibis trailed; 

And out of Silence came his cry. 

B 
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II I .—Recollection 



Once in Asunci6n, 

Long, long ago in Paraguay, 
I woke to hear the gentries' call. 

The hours of night go by. 

Clear through the silent air 

Challenge and answer, whistled sweet, 
Drew near and nearer, louder grown, 

Marking my very street. 

Passed and grew fainter, call 

And counter shrill, in dwindling rounds 
That lessened till they sank and died 

In silence out of bounds. 



IV. — And Parallel 

So in mine own land have 

I heard, at night, the wakened bird 
Among the gums that guard Glenelg, 

Half in his sleep— yet stirred — 

Warble his softened call 

That nearer came, from tree to tree, 
And passed, till all the river's length 

Was linked in melody. 



AND OTHER VERSES 



THE WOMAN 



I drew the curtain back 
That beat my window-pane; 

I looked out on the night, 
And heard the wind and rain. 

And where the light streamed out 
And fell upon the street, 

I saw a woman stand 
Rain-soaked from head to feet. 

Awhile I went away, 
And then I came again, 

And saw that still she stood 
Beneath the wind and rain. 

I could not see her face 
Under her dripping hat; 

But I knew why she stood 
And waited, and for what. 
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I could not bear the thought 
Of what her night might be, 

Alone, within a street 
To brutishness set free ; 

So drew my curtain close, 
And turned away again, 

Going to bring her in 

Out of the wind and rain. 

But, though I brought her in, 
This woman off the street, 

Who stood upon the kerb 

Rain-soaked from head to feet, 

I heard her, through the night, 

Crying so bitterly, 
It seemed that God must hear 

And feel her agony. 

Yet when the morning came 
She rose and went away — 

This victim of our gods — 
The social laws — that slay. 
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I GANG NA MAIR T' LECTURE HA 



I gang nae mair t' lecture ha', 
I sit nae mair 'neath Mistress Scott ;• 

I mak' a denner jist f'r twa, 
An' sit beside a bairnie's cot. 



I write, nae mair, discourses grave, 
O' things 'at mak' gude bodies stare; 

I sit me doon an' lilt a stave 
To please a bairn that asks nae mair. 



I speir nae questions, noo, o' life, 
Why that is sae, an' that, an' this I 

I bide contentit jist a wife, 
Wi' ana dear bairn t' guide an' kiss. 



* Miss Rose Scott. 
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THE LOVER 



He took me in his arms yesternight, yesternight- 
The grass was hung with fairy dew, 

The moon looked down upon us two, 
He kissed me, did my lover true. 
Yesternight, yesternight. 



His hand lay near my heart yesternight, yester- 
night — 
The wind went by us into space, 
My hair blew backward out of place, 
I felt his breath upon my face 
Yesternight, yesternight. 



And O the voice of him, yesternight, yesternight— 
Ah 1 sweet the words my lover said — 

His eyes they burned, his mouth was red ; 
Against my breast I laid his head 
Yesternight, yesternight. 
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YOU SEND ME, DEAR, A ROSE 



You send me, dear, a rose, 
And with the rose k kiSS-=- 

And now I love each bud that blows 
. . . Becau^ of this. 



STRANGE, HOW THE HEART WILt. 
LEAP 



Strange, how the heai-t will leap 
To sec one face at the open door : 

To hear one vdice ring fldating dut. 
One step upon the floor 1 
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YOU WILL THINK OF ME SOMETIMES, 
DEAR 



You will think of me sometimes, dear, 
When the fire leaps up in the night, 

And the darkness seems to darken 
For the flash of the moment's light. 



You will think of me sometimes, too. 
When the wind cries low at the eaves, 

Under the turf and under the grass. 
And under the drifting leaves ; 



And come, sometimes, in the spring, dear, 
When the mont^* is green and red, 

And the shadow creeps slowly down 
Till it reaches my narrow bed; 



And you'll lie awake in the night, dear, 
When the rain falls dreamingly still, 

And think of me lying alone 
By the side of the little hill 

*South American SpaaUh for "Forest." 
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DAT BOY BILLY 



Two for me, an' one for Dad, 

Kissin' on d* mouth; 
Guess d' day dere ain't no more, 

All my heart's a drouth I 

Ain't no chance t' feel io'lorn 
While dat boy's about; 

Whistle, whistle all d' day, 
Trampin' in an' out ! 



Here's his whip, 'n' derc's his cart. 

Tumbled out d' door; 
Dere's his coat 'n' Sunday cap 

Hangin' on d' floor. 



Here's his boots, 'n' dere's his socks, 

Lawd ! what socks dey is 1 
Guess I wouldn't men' dem holes. 

If dey wasn't bis! 
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Pants's all split, 'n' shirt's all tore- 
Bought *em new, las' week; 

Braces ain't nowhere to find, 
Lost 'em down d' creek. 



Knees dat won't get clean, nohow; 

Han's dat's like d' pot; 
Jes' you wait till Aunty comes, 

Won't he catch it hot I 



But O, d' lovin' ways of him 
Kissin' on d' mouth; 

Guess d' day he goes away, 
All my heart's a drouth ! 
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IN CASTERTON 



Eve, and the housewife homeward come; 

The slow sun sinking down; 
The blue smoke of her many hearths 

Pillared above the town. 



Clear in the air the columns rise, 
Unbent, unblown by wind, 

Marking the altars of a world 
Whose sacrifice is kind. 



Then, twilight, deep'ning gently down; 

And lo, upon the calm, 
A child's voice rising, sweet and clear, 

Singing an evening psalm. 



God, Who hast made us all, when comes 

The call and I must go. 
Give me the quiet evening hour. 

And the kind sun, sinking low I 



16 
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LILIES AND VIOLETS 



I wait in a garden sweet. 

Lilies are there and violets 
And in the midst (O, heart a-beat I) 

She whom I love . . who me forgets 
Walking amid her violets. 



BEREFT 



Yea, in the night I lift mine eyes to see afar 
The silver lamp of Mary shining, yet unbumed, 
And stars that are the eyes of women backward 
turned 
Toward the earth — ^where children are. 
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SING SWEET, LITTLE BIRD 



Sing sweet, little bird, sing sweet, sing sweet ! 

Throb lifted heart, and beat 1 
Swell little throat of the mellow note I 

Sing sweet, O Bird, sing sweet ! 



Love came to me yesternight O Bird, 
Came with a kiss and a whispered word ; 

Crowned me (sing I) with a golden ring, 
Sing, then, O sing, thou Bird I 



Love came to me yesternight, (sing on !) 
Dear were his eyes where the love-light shone ; 

Dear was his mouth in its burning drouth — 
Sing, sing, O Bird, sing on I 
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THE WATCHER 



Out of the whirling depths of night 
There trembles a gust of air; 

A cloth that lies on a dead man's face 
Is lifted, leaving it bare. 



The clouds have broken athwart a moon 

That is pale as is the dead ; 
Her light, through cracks in the old slab wall, 

Has straggled across the bed; 



And over the broken, earthen floor 
A mystic pattern it weaves, 

Of ragged shadow, and tattered light. 
Swept under the old bark eaves. 



A mopoke cries from the neighb'ring scrub 
As the curlew wails and pleads, 

From the hills, far off, an answer floats. 
While a woman tells her beads. 
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The candles flicker with ghostly flare, 
And the woman lifts her head; 

She draws back the face cloth from the face, 
And slowly kisses the dead. 



Ah 1 lonely, lonely, each of these twain. 
When the veil is fall'n between, 

One in a world grown cold and strange, 
And one in the world unseen. 
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PORTIONLESS 



My children cry to me for bread, 

And 1 1 what can I do ? 
I cannot bear that they should starve 

You who reproach, could you ? 



I cannot bear to see them sink 

And die before my eyes : 
And cling to me with shrunken hands 

And stab me with their cries, 



"Mammal Mamm.a!" day and night- 
And just outside, the street ! 

How can I help it ? Let me go ! 
They must have bread to eat. 
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SO I IS IT DEATH AT LAST? 



So I Is it death at last 
Coming so gentle-wise? 

A dropping of weary hands? 
A closing of tired eyes ? 

A slipping away in peace, 

Simply a letting go ? 
A falling asleep, asleep. 

Peacefully, dreamily,. . . so? 



A SWEEPING WIND, AND A BLINDING 
RAIN 



A sweeping wind and a blinding rain, 
And a brown bee caught in the clover; 

A sudden breath and a cry of pain, 
And a parting of loved and lover. 

A sky blown blue and a wind swung higH, 
And a dead bee out in the clover; 

A quivering lip, and a long-drawn sigh. 
And a sob for a dream that's over. 
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GOOD NIGHT 



Good night ... My darling sleeps so sound, 
She cannot hear me where she lies; 
White lilies watch the closed eyes, 

Red roses guard the folded hands. 



Good night I O woman who once lay 
Upon my breast so still, so sweet, 
That all my pulses throbbing beat, 

I cannot even touch you now. 



Good night, mine own I God knows we loved 
So well, that all things else seemed slight; 
We part forever in the night; 

We two poor souls who loved so well. 
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THE SON 



It's O the loving ways of him 
Who plays beside me all day long ; 

Who lies at night against my heart 
And fills my life as with a song. 



US TWO 



It's us two when it's morning, 
And us two when it's night ; 

And us two when it's troubled, 
And us two when it's bright; 



And us two don't want nothing 
To make life good and true. 

And lovin'-sweet, and happy. 
While us two's got us two. 



24 
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LIFE 



The river goes a-winding down 
(Winding on, winding on !) 

Out by valley, hill and town, 
(Winding by, winding on !) 



Down the river, day by day, 
(Sailing on, sailing by I) 

Love goes with it, all the way, 
(Sailing down, sailing by I) 



Love, and Life, and Hope, my dear, 
(Twining in, twining out I) 

Sappy twig and leaf in sere, 
(Trailing in, trailing out I) 



So; the river winding down 
(Singing low, singing by !) 

Takes my heart to you in town — 
(Winding on, winding by I) 
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TWO SOULS 



Out in the dark last night, 
Two souls went forth to look 

For God, One sad and stained, 
One glad and wondrous white. 

And one went far, and, lo ! 

He came, at last, to where 
The starry angels stand 

And watch for souls they know. 

But one stood still and wept ; 

And our Dear Lord, asleep. 
While God kept watch, half-turned 

And murmured as He slept. 

Then he who neared the throne, 
Lo 1 when he saw the Face 

Of Him asleep, stood back 
Ashamed. "I came alone, 

"Who knew the way," he wept; 

"Lord, I will go again 
And bring my Brother in" — 

And Christ smiled as He slept. 
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IF WE ONLY COULD 



Ah 1 if we only could 

Blot out the bitter thought, 
Make life the thing we should, 

And shape it as we ought. 



Turn back the brooding eyes 
From things long, long gone by; 

And looking upward, rise 
Toward a clearer sky ; 



Hold fast each other's hands — 
Nor loosely let them go — 

Until each understands, 
And, loving, learns to know. 
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GRIEF 



It's aye i' th' morn' o' th' gloamin', 
When the bairnie lies asleep, 

I sit wi' th' ghaist o' a sorrow, 
An' eyne that canna weep. 

And I think o' ane in a kirk-yard, 
Where the rain fa's drearilie; 

An' Hut for th' wee bit bairnie, 
I think that I wad dee. 



MY HEART IS FULL OF TEARS 



My heart, is full of tears 
That know not how to fall ; 

And far, across the night, 
I hear you call and call. 

We can touch hands no more. 
The sport of grinning fate : 

I think we have lived too long, 
Now we have met too late. 
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THE WAIL OF THE BABY 



There is room for the sheep and cattle; 

There is room for the wasp and bee; 
There is room for the clover-blossom, 

But there seems no room for me. 



The world grows greater and wider, 
As it conquers both land and sea ; 

It places the constellations — 
But it has no place for me. 



It builds up palace and mansion, 
And it "flats" to the thirty-three; 

While down in the earth, deep deepens — 
But there's nowhere found for me. 



I wait in the outer Darkness, 

And I watch for the Time to Be— 

I fear I may keep on waiting, 
For there seems no room for me. 
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SHIVERY, SHIVERY, SHAKY, OI 



Shivery, shivery, shaky, O I 
O, but d' water's cold-e-o ! 

Dis little chap don't like him ba'f. 
Tickle 'im, tickle-up, mak' him laff. 



Jump him about, 'n' souse him down, 
Up wiv' d' water over his crown ; 

Over his forehead, 'n' mouf, 'n' nose. 
Into his ears, 'n' down to his toes ! 



Shivery, shivery, shaky, O I 
What if d' water's cold-e-o I 

Dis little chap, he like him ba'f. 
See him a-splashin' an' hear him laff. 



Out of d' ba'f, in towel he go, 
Rub him 'n' scrub him, 'n' make him 
glow; 
Pink as a rose, 'n' as rosy sweet. 

Could eat him wiv kisses, 'n' eat, 'n' eat. 
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IN POVERTY AND TOIL 



I. — Anger 



Git up an' out, you lazy lump, 
I'll give y' late a-bed ! — 

The fire to make, the cows to milk, 
The chickens to be fedj 



The children waiting to be dressed, 

The table to be laid; 
The floor to sweep, the beds to air, 

The breakfast to be made; 



The bread to mix, the clothes to sort. 
The churn to scald and scour — 

An' I've to come an' call you, 
Though it's daylight near an' hour I 



AND OTHER VERSES 3 J 

II. — Contrition 



Be up an' out of bed, my girl, 

As quick as you can be; 
There ain't no morning rest, my girl, 

For such as you an' me. 



It's workin' early, workin' late, 
Year in, year out, the same; 

Until we seem but work-machines, 
An' women but in name. 



Life grinds the sweetness out of us, 
Life makes us hard an' cold; 

We kiss shame-faced, an' grow uncouth; 
Unlovely — ^young and old. 



Kind speaking dies for lack of use, 
Soft ways mean only grief; 

And in the lash of biting words 
We find a half relief. 



So up, and out to work, my girl, 
We have no time to waste. 

Our lot, the bitter bread of life, 
We eat in bitter haste. 
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SING, SING r TH' MORNING 1 



Sing, sing i' th' morning I 

Sweet singer, sing thou 1 
The bud is a blossom. 

The leaf's to th' bough; 
And my heart is a-throb 

For a word, a word — 
Then sing i' th' morning 

O Bird! O Bird I 



O throat o' th' morning 1 

I, too, have a song : 
Love found me and bound me, 

A word for a thong. 
Love found me and bound me 

(My heart hath th' word). 
Then sing i' th' morning, 

O Bird ! O Bird ! 
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All All 



My beloved caught my hands 
And laid them on his heart — 

"Henceforth our ways are one," he said, 
"No more we walk apart." 

And then he kissed me (O, my God I) 
And held me, palm to palm : — 

Ai ! for my life's tranquillity I 
Ai I for its virgin calm I 



THE BIRTHDAY 



This is my wish to thee — 
God bless thee, and God keep — 

Blessed be thy life by land or sea. 
In waking or in sleep. 

All good be with thee, dear. 
Child of my mother's heart; 

And let life gain, though falls the tear 
For those who are — apart. 
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HE SLEEPS I 



He sleeps 1 

Let none approach with hasty tread; 

Lay flowers at his feet, lay flowers at his head. 

Draw down the blind; the quiet, here, 

Needs neither sun nor star, knows neither hope nor 
fear. 

For lo ! 

One took him in His arms, and laid His hand 

Upon the weary brow, and closed the tired eyes; 

Took from him pain, and all the stir and strife 

Of things that make or mar, that fall or stand. 

And with each waking day in-thread, 

The dream that men call I<ife. 

Through suns that set, and stars that rise 

(He sleeps!) 

Still will he sleep. 

O blessed hollow of God's hand ! 

O plenitude of Peace I O, happy Dead I 
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DOWN BY THE SEA 



The sea has soddened the baby clothes, 
The flannel, the shirt, the band; 

The rats have bitten the baby face, 
And eaten the baby hand. 



It lay at my breast and cried all night 

As through the day it had done ; 
I held it tight and rose with stealth 

When the day and the night were one. 

And on through the city streets I crept — 

(But the hand of fear is strong I) 
And they mocked my steps with echoing. 

They mouthed as I went along — 

Past houses, where mothers like me slept warm, 

And babies like mine were born ; 
Where it was not sin to have loved as I, 

And motherhood meant not scorn. 
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And they drove me fast, those leering streets; 

They took up my baby's cry, 
And tossed it about, and flung it up 

Till it seemed to go God-high. 

But the cry came back to the mother-heart, 

Knowing that it would hear; 
I gathered my baby close and close — 

What was it I seemed to fear? 



And down by the sea the sun crept up — 

Did you hear a baby cry? 
I know where one lies beside the quay, 

But I will not tell — not I ! 

And down by the sea the sun crept up — 
There's a child's cry seems to come 

From the darkness, there, beyond the wall- 
But I know the dead are dumb I 



And down by the sea the sun crept up. 
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O THE VOICE OF HER, AND THE FACE 
OF HER! 



O the voice of her, and the face of her, 
The heart of her and the grace of her; 
And the throat of her, and the mouth of her. 
And my heart a-thirst for drouth of her; 

And the ways of her, and the pride of her, 
And the clinging hands beside of her — 
But, O, the love, the love of her, 
So far surpassing all. 



TIME GOES ON SWIFTLY 



Time goes so swiftly, ah I my God — 
Good-bye comes soon, so soon. 

In nights to be, with all they bring 
Thou wilt sit sad, remembering; 

And in thine eyes the stars shall drown, 
And in thy tears the moon. 
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OUTCAST 



She weeps and no one heeds. 

She leans her head upon 
A stone — old, ragged, sick, 

And full of woe that pleads 
Incessantly. 

Our men 
Go by, our women pass; 

Our girls go up and down — 
So near that sometimes when 

She hears them come she shrinks 
And draws away. 

And they — 
They have no hearts for one 

Like this, who sins and sinks; 
Who weeps and no one heeds. 



I SHALL NOT SLEEP 



I shall not sleep, 
I cannot sleep — 

He kissed me twice to-day; 
He took me in his arms, 

I could not say him nay. 
He took me in his arms — 

God I the flash of light ! 

I cannot sleep, I will not sleep, 

1 shall not sleep to-night I 
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WHEN SIMMER THRAWS TH' SILLER 
THREID 



When simmer thraws th' siller threid, 
An' Autumn stocks the bairley, O, 

A bonnie lass comes doon th' way, 
An' ca's the cattle early, O. 



Her e'en are blue, her cheeks are red, 
Her teeth are like the pearlie, O, 

An' aye she's such a saucy queen 
My hert is stricken sairly, O. 



I tell't her yince, I tell't her twicet, 
I lo'ed her maist sincerely, O, 

She laucht at me, an' aye 'sin' syne, 
My life has gane maist drearly, O. 



O gin for me th' day wad daw 
That I micht win her fairly, O, 

I'd tak' her wi' maist lichtsome heart, 
A'though she used me sairly, O. 
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For, O, she is the dearest lass, 
Wi' e'en that glint sae rarely, O, 

Wi' mouth o' joy, where smiles rin oot. 
Aye, oot an' in sae rarely, O — 

An' sic a way th' lassie has — 

It ca's me late an' airly, O. 
An' aye I follow tho' she laucht. 

An' used me maist unfairly, O. 



RIDE ON A FOOT SONG 



Dere's a little boy. 

My, O My I 
Nebber see him like. 

You or 1 1 

Mighty fine he is, 

Eb'ry way; 
Mighty sweet he is. 

Hey! Hey! Hey! 

So ketch him on d' chin, 
An' ketch him on d' fis'. 

An' ketch him on d' mouf, 
Wiv a big, big kiss. 
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D' CHILDREN 



D' children, Lord, d' children, dey's weepin' all 

day long; 
Dere ain't no little laffin' laffs, no liltin' up o' 

song; 
But d' earth, O Lord, am wet, am wet an' salt wi' 

tears, 
For d' children, Lord, d' children, dey's weepin' 

all dey years. 

Down in d' city alleys, out in d' far fa'm lan's, 
Dey's workin', workin', workin' — poo' little 

fretted han's; 
Dey's blanchin' in d' mill-room, dey's broken wid 

d' hoe- 
Lord God 1 d' soun' of weepin' a-trailin' to an' 

fro! 

Dey's weepin'. Lord I dey's weepin' — d' birds, 

dey sing so sweet, 
D' green grass am a glory, d' gol' am on d' wheat; 
Thy name by bud an' blossom is flung abroad like 

song, 
An' yet, O Lord I d' children, dey's weepin' all 

day long. 
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HER LIPS ARE PALE 



Her lips are pale, poor soul, poor soul ! 

Life marked her with unloving eye, 
Touched her with fingers thin and cold. 

Then stepped aside and passed her by. 



Love, singing, came adown the way, 
Glanced at her face and stood aghast, 

Dropped at her feet a broken shaft, 

Laughed, half dismayed, and hurried past. 



And, so, no child plays at her knee, 
No man looks longing in her eyes, 

No heart leaps throbbing as she comes; 
Alone she lives, alone she dies. 
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HOW SWEET TO HEAR ! 



O God 1 how sweet it is to hear, 

Unvexed by tired hours, 
The bird above the pine-tree tall. 

The bee above the flowers; 

To hear, as one who needs not haste, 

The wind among the hills, 
To watch the river winding by, 

To rest by singing rills; 

To feel the plenitude of life. 

The quiet of its ways. 
To leave behind a little while 

The strain of weary days; 

To know the springtime in its prime, 

To see day stretch to eve. 
To watch the shadows lengthen out— 

The tracery they weave; 

To lie at peace if but a day — 
O God 1 O God 1 how sweet ! — 

To rest in Nature's lap an hour 
And hear her great heart beat ! 
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THE WAY T' BURNIE 



'Tweis 'a' the way t' Burnie, 
I tuk' my fiddle hame ; 

I played my way before me 
To fill an empty wame. 



The bairnies they cam' trippin' 
Upon the fairy flure — 

The grassy way t' Burnie 
That rins frae dure t' dure — 



An' aulder folk cam' lauchin', 
They tuk' a step or twa — 

They did the twa-some rarely, 
They did the four-some a'. 



An' sae, the way t' Burnie 
I felt nae hunger-thrang ; 

F'r a' th' bonnie, bonnie way, 
Th' liltin' fiddle sang. 
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DONALD MACDONELL 



Donald says, "Hold up your head, 

Don't go round a-mope; 
Fill your mind with cheerful thoughts, 

Feed your heart on hope. 



"Lift your eyes toward the hills. 
Don't forget to smile; 

Try to do a kindly deed 
Ev'ry little while. 



"\i the Devil comes your way, 
Let him come — and go; 

Don't get watchin' up the road 
Wond'rin' why he's slow! 



"If you've troubles, so have all — 

Don't neglect the fact; 
Help your neighbour, and forget 

In the kindly act." 
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Donald speaks as Donald feels, 
Donald's great of heart — 

Sees the truth because he's true, 
Tries to do his part. 



Donald's courage helps us all — 
Kindly, through and through- 
Helps us even when we fall; 
Donald ! Here's to you. 
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MY BONNIE LOVE 



O, ha'e ye seen my bonnie love, 
My bonnie ane, my dearie, O 1 

O, ha'e ye seen my bonnie ane 
Come doon th' way sae cheerie, O I 



His e'en are clear, his airm is Strang, 
He's braid across th' shouther; 

His bonnie breast, it shelters m6 
Against a' stormy weather. 



He gaes t' wark at peep o' day ; 

He greets th' mornin' airly; 
He wields sae free th' singin' blade 

That cuts th' bearded barley. 



He swings an axe, he guides the pleugh — 
He min's na win' nor weather; 

He comes, he goes; he reaps, he sows, 
An' bauds th' hoose tegether; 
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An* when at eve he turns f'r hame 
The bairnie rins t' meet him, 

An' a' my heart loups at his voice — 
My heart that loves t' greet him. 



An' when I meet him at th' dure, 
O, wha' sae bricht an' cheerie I 

His very shadow on th' flure 
Is dear t' me — the dearie. 



An' when he tak's me in his airms 
He gies nae why nor whether — 

What matter a' the warl', my dear, 
Sae we twa hae each ither ! 



Then did ye see my bonnie love. 
My bonnie ane, my dearie, O I 

O did ye see my bonnie ane. 
Come doon th' way sae cheerie^ O I 
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MY LITTLE MAID 



Thou dear, thou jewel of my heart, 

Come sit upon my knee, 
And I will tell thee of a maid. 

The sweetest maid can be. 

For she hath eyes so blue, my dear, 
They are such eyes as thine, 

And she hath curls like these, dear one, 
Whereon the sun doth shine. 

And she hath smiles that, hide and seek. 
Play round about her mouth, 

And cheeks a-flush like any rose 
That knows nor heat, nor drouth; 

And O, the mouth of her, my sweet, 

And O, the dainty chin, 
And O, the dimple in her cheek 

Where smiles run out and in I 

And list, thou little maid o' love, 

She is so dear to me. 
That I have giv'n to her my heart. 

For hers, eternally. 
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AND IT'S WHISTLE, WHISTLE, WHISTLE 



And the grandmotheT said : "In the 50's and 60'i men knew 

how iff whistle. But now-a-days . . ." 



And it's whistle, whistle, whistle, 
You can hear the old man come, 

'Way up among the gullies 
When the teams are comin' home. 



You can hear the harness rattle. 
And the cracking of the whips ; 

And the jingle of the trace chain, 
When the off-side leader slips — 



All the younger men come singing, 
Over sand, and ridge, and loam; 

But the old man always whistles 
When the teams are comin' home. 
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"ADIOS, AMIGOI" 



(To Dr. F. A. Neyrman.) 

Adios, Amiga 1 
Far across the sea 
Lies a little island 
Known to you and me. 



There the Shamrocks glisten 
When the morn is new, 

There the thorn is shining 
In its web of dew ; 



There the song is lifted — 
Ah I my heart, be still 1 

Though I never see it 
Yet another will — 



There the story lingers. 
There the fairies play 

When the netted moonlight 
Ripples in the Bay. 
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There, in graves the greenest, 
There our fathers lie — 

We have not forgotten 
Have we, you and I ? 



There you go to-morrow; 

Go, with God, I say 1 
"Adios, Amigo," 

Let us ever pray I 



TO MY SON 



God blessed me when He gave me thee. 
He set the diadem of Life upon 
My brow, and made it holy in 
The gift of Motherhood. 

O little son, 
He gave thee unto me to make 
A haven where the heart might quiet rest. 
And Life lay down its burden for 

A little while, to linger, blest. 
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O, SINGER IN BROWN 



O, singer in brown I 
O, bird o' th' morn I 

O, heart of delight 
In th' deep o' th' thorn I 



Glad, glad is thy song 
Thou joy o' th' morn, 

Thou palpitant throat 
In the heart o' th' thorn. 



Thy song of a nest, 
O, sweet o' th' morn I 

A nest and an egg 
In the thick o' th' thorn. 
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CUPID CAME TO ME TO-DAY 



Singing down the meadow way 
Cupid came to me to-day, 
Took my hand, with laughing eye, 
Spoke of summer by-and-by. 



Kissed me, palm, and cheek, and throat 
(Sing I O, bird of mellow note I) 
Kissed me, cheek, and throat, and brow 
(Love 1 my lover I callest thou ?) 



Kissed me, throat, and cheek, and mouth, 
(Ah, if love could cool the drouth !) 
Then he laughed and went away, 
Singing down the meadow way. 
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THE SPINNER 



PRISONEI>— 



I have not heard at early morn 
The singing of the lark, 

Nor seen the lowly violet 
That nestles in the dark. 



The little birds that sing for me 

Sing ever in a cage; 
The only flowers that glad my sight 

Lie on a printed page. 



Ever the whirring loom makes play. 

Ever the spindles fly; 
The work-room is for me the world, 

The roof, above, my sky. 
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THE SPINNER 



II. 



-AND FREE 



The green fields stretch toward the sea, 

The daisies to the sun; 
The wild bee haunts the clover, where 

The little children run. 



The scented field so fresh and sweet, 

The singing lark above, 
The wild rose in the wayside hedge. 

The calling of the dove ; 



These are my own, for one sweet day, 
Here where I lay me down — 

Although the red road windeth by 
Towards the waiting town. 
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HAUD AWA', YE ROGUEY I 



Haud awa' ye roguey; 

Haud awa' frae me; 
Haud awa' t' daddie, 

Scramble t' his knee I 

Gang awa', ye rascal, 

Gang awa' I I say ; 
"Kiss?" ye're mither's kissin' 

Maistly a' th' day! 

What I ye lauchin' roguey 1 
"IVhat's a mouthie for?" 

Jist f'r mammy-kissin', 
Yin, twa, t'ree, an' four. 



THOU WEEPEST I 



Thou weepest I 

Heart's beloved, why ? 
Life is good, 

And I am nigh; 
In his bed 

Thy babe is sleeping; 
God o'er all 

His watch is keeping; 
Life is mine, 

And life is thine, 
Yet thou weepest ! 

Heart's beloved, why? 
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WHY I SING 



(To Bernard O'Dowd.) 

Because a bird sings in a tree, 

A rosebud hangs upon the wall, 
A moted sunbeam lies athwart 

The shadowed pathway of my hall. 

Hark to the song, and mark the bud, 
And watch the dancing motes upon 
Their golden stair-way, up and down. 
Like souls of men in search of God ! 

Death I what of Death — from which life springs ? 
Are we affrighted, while the song-bird sings 1 
Lo 1 He, who gave that throated music, gave 
Us Death, that like the onward wave 
Life, ever new, might spring to gem 
The stair-way reaching up to Him. 

Who made the bud, and gave the song, 
And sent the dancing mote along, 
Is he not God ? , . . His garment's hem 
Gleams in my moted hall-way dim. 
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THE GREEN, GREEN HILL (CONVENT 
HILL, CASTERTON) 



'Tis a green, green hill, an' th' bushes grow 

upon it. 
The kind rain blesses it, an' th' sun shines on it, 
The grass is its mantle, an' th' buttercup its 

bonnet — 
Augh 1 the dear, green hill, far away, O I 

'Tis a green, green hill, with th' river windin' 

under ; 
None come near it, though you count them by the 

hunder'. 
For there th' childher play, an' th' bee it comes for 

plunder — 
Augh ! the dear, green hill, far away, O ! 



There come th' colleens, an' th' gossoons wi' their 

daffin', 
The strong men smilin'; th' mothers wi' their 

chaffin'; 
The young folk, th' old folk, an' th' weeny cratur, 

laughin' — 
Augh I the dear, green hill, far away, O ! 
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O, it's me ev'ry day, th' heart o' me a-cryin' — • 
There above the hill is the swallow wind flyin', 
There the clouds kiss an' over, there the sunlight 
is lyin' — 
Augh I the dear, green hill, far away, O ! 



KISSIN', KISSIN', KISSIN'l 



Kissin', kissin', kissin' 1 
Lordy ! ain't he sweet I 

Rosy roun* d' mouf, 
Rosy roun' d' feet. 

Jes' tuk out d' water, 
Fresher 'n* d' rose — 

Kiss him little fis's. 
Kiss him little toes. 



Ain't no babby like him- 
Couldn't nebber be — 

Him dat all is mine. 
Him dat's kissin' me. 
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COIN' HOME. 



When it's driftin' dark 'n' dreary, 
An' th' night is comin' down, 

An' you're trampin' slowly homeward 
Through the dirty, slushy town, 

Thoughts will come of home and children 

An' the dear wife at the door. 
An' you sort o' straighten' sudden 

An' forget your back is sore. 

An' you seem to step out brighter 
Like a man who feels he's one, 

And forget you're just a worker 
On a job that's nearly done. 

For there's somethin' most enticin' 

When a fellow's very tired, 
In the thought of bein' tended 

By a hand that isn't hired. 
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THE TRUEST MATE 



I don't know whether 'tis well to love, 

Or whether 'tis well to hate, 
But I know this well, that the man who has sinned 

Is ever the truest mate. 



For the man who has sinned his sins himself, 
And learned what a man may learn, 

Is wiser than he who has lived untried 
By the fires that make, or burn. 



He knows the needs of the human heart, 

The want in another's will. 
And sees excuse where the untried man 

Sees only the love of ill. 



He sees the good, and he sees the bad, 

And judges these two between. 
And he knows the thing that counts for most, 

Is seldom the thing that's seen. 
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For one may know what a man has done, 
But who, how a man has tried? 

And who shall say if a man go straight 
For purity's sake, or pride? 



And who shall say if a sinner sin 

For love of the sin or no ; 
Or whether he drift in ignorance 

Of the things that a man should know? 



I don't know whether 'tis well to love, 

Or whether 'tis well to hate, 
But I know this well, that the man who has sinned 

Is ever the truest mate. 
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I HAD A LITTLE GARDEN 



I had a little garden 
Wherein I walked alone, 

A sweet, old-fashioned garden, 
With roses overgrown. 

And in its pleasant by-ways 

Whereof I only knew. 
The fragrant lily blossomed, 
The rose and lilac grew. 

But once within my garden 
Came one who walked with me, 

He plucked my tender blossoms 
And broke them wantonly. 

And now within my garden, 

I neither come nor go. 
The grass grows rank within it, 

The gate swings to and fro. 

And in its paths remembered. 
Where drifts the sheeted rain — 

0, little garden lonely! 
O, aftermath of pain! 
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MY LITTLE LOVE IS SLEEPING 



My little love is sleeping 
Under the orchard tree; 

Awhile she had been weeping, 
But now she dreams of me. 



And round her lip there hovers 

A tender little smile, 
And Love laughs at two lovers 

Who had been cross awhile. 



DAY GIVES HER RADIANT FACE 



Day gives her radiant face whereon 
Love's red shows ever love's unrest; 

But night, her clinging arms and all 
The wonder-whiteness of her breast. 
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I.— DUNROBIN HILL 



Lo, Phoebus in his car 

Slid, splendid, flown the West'ring way, 
Dipped where the wide horizon marks 

The bounds of night and day. 

Then passed, a golden disc, 

That inch by inch went down, and down. 
Yet flung his raying semaphore 

Against the zenith's crown. 



IL— AND SPRINGBANK 



Hushed is the song-bird's note; 

Hushed is the stir of day : 
Shortened against the deepened sky 

Dies down the last white ray. 

Hush o' the air so still I — 
One greeting star appears. 

The wonder of a silence strikes 
Like thunder on the ears. 
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HOUPLAI HOUPLAI 



Houpla 1 Houpla I 
Ketch d' babby, O 1 

Toss him to d' ceilin', 
Don't you let him go; 



Don't you let him tumble, 
Don't you let him fall, — 

Set him on your shoulder,- 
Ain't d' rascal tall I 



Houpla I Houpla I 
Ketch d' babby, O ! 

Tickle roun' d' chin-chop, 
Tickle roun* d' toe; 



Tickle roun* d' moufie, 
Creepie, crawlie — so I 

Ho I d' Roguey rascal— 
He'p d* Babby, O I 
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I DREAMED THAT THOU WERT DEAD 



I dreamed that thou wert dead — 
And in my dream, methought all Life 
Grew colourless, and all Hope fled; 
The years went by in riven deeps, 
Caverned in pain, and memory. 
As one who turns about and weeps, 
Yet knoweth not the blessed salt 
Of tears, looked forth from dreadful eyes 
In-sunk and anguished. 

Thus was it that I waking turned 
And kissed thee as we kiss the ^ead — 
Kiss with tears breaking forth like rain, 
And hearts that break, to break again. 
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AWAKENED 



His eyes looked into mine, 
(O, look that made me wise 1) 

I hid my own, although 
My world lay in his eyes. 



I turned away my face. 
My breath came like a sob; 

And to his heart my own 
Gave answer, throb for throb. 



I could not raise my eyes. 
Lest he should read therein; 

And trembled, woman-wise. 
And woman-waked, within. 
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KISS ME^ SWEET 



Kiss me, Sweet, 
The hours go by 

(One is weeping, 
You or I ?) 

Kiss me, dear, 

And let us go, 
Though love calls us 

Sweet and low. 

Love is not 

For you and me 
(Yet he calls 

So tenderly !) 

Love who turned 

His back on us, 
Faced about 

And caught us thus I 

So one kiss, 

And then, "good-bye" 
(One is weeping 

You or I ?). 
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O,. LITTLE HONEY. SWEET 



O, little Honey-Sweet, 

Kiss me, kiss me I 
If I were away would you 

Miss me, miss me? 

Would you watch, would you wait, 

F'r d' gate all day, 
'N' long f'r my comin' in, 

If I were away? 



O, little Honey-Sweet, 
So dear, so dear 1 

Kiss on th' weeny mouf, 
Kiss on th' ear; 



Kiss on th' rosy feet. 
On th' throat an' chin, 

'N' then little honey-sweet, 
Jes' you go, tucked-in. 
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AN' AYE THE BAIRNIES GRATI 



I'll gang awa' t' my ain true luv', 
An' I'll no bide here my lane, 

I'll gang awa' t' my ain true luv', 
Tho' I ne'er be seen again. 



THe sun rase up, an' th' sun gaed doon, 

(An' aye the bairnies grat IJ 
The nicht cam' in wi' a wae, wari mune 

(An' aye the bairnies grat I) 

It's up she gat i' th' wae, wan licht, 
That cam' frae th' wae, wan mune, 

An' awa' she gaed across the nicht, 
An' a' in her white nicht-goon. 

The nicht went cot, an' the day wan doon, 

(An' aye the bairnies grat !) 
She cam' no mair t' th' wee, grey toon 

(An' aye the bairnies grat I) 
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SWEETHEARTS 



It's gettin' bits o' posies, 
'N' feelin' mighty good; 

A-thrillin' 'cause she loves you, 
An' wond'rin' why she should; 



An' stoppin' sort o' sudden, 
Because you're full o' thought; 

An' quick with res'less feelin's 
That make life seem too short I 



It's feelin' 's if she'd loved you 
Before the world was made; 

As if she still would love you, 
When all our debts are paid; 

As if there's nothin' mattered, 
As if the world was good, 

As if the Lord was lookin', 
Ah' sort o' understood. 



74 MASRI'D 

It's feelin' kind an' gentle 
To everything that's weak, 

And doin' jus' sich actions 
As nearly seem to speak; 

Sich actions women reckon 

Are certain to occur 
When he's in love with someone, 

And that someone is — her. 



DEAD, O GOD I 



Dead, O God I 

How sweet it were 
Just to lie at peace, 

All the stir, 
The strife and pain, 

Silent in surcease. 
Just to quiet lie, O God ! 

Day and night so still, 
Life could bring no more to us, 

Either good or ill. 
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YOU A-WANTIN' ME 



You a-wantin' me, 
Me a-wantin' you ! 

What's we waitin' for? 
Life is wearin' through. 

What's we waitin' for, 
Lookin' still an' sad? 

Life ain't waitin' round 
Hopin' we'll be glad. 



Time's no good to us, 
Life ain't nothin' sweet. 

Me a-mopin' here, 
You across th' street! 



What should come between, 
Partin' of us two — 

You a-wantin' me. 
Me a-wanting you? 
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Kiss me on the mouth, 
Kiss me, lovin'-fair; 

What we's waitin' for 
No one else will care I 



What's we waitin' for? 

Kiss me straight 'n' true; 
You a-wantin' me, 

Me a-wantin' you ! 



I KNOW NOT 



I know not how she seemed to you. 
But to me she seemed so sweet; 

I would I might have laid me down 
To die at her very feet. 



I would I might have touched her hand, 
As she passed me by to-day; 

But she came, and went, and never knew 
She took my heart away. 
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THE CHILD 



I saw a face to-day, dear, 

A face I never knew; 
Beloved, it's eyes they haunt me, 

They pierce me through and through. 



For they were mine, my darling, 
My eyes, my sin, my shame; 

And as they flashed before me 
They scorched me like a flame. 



I wonder, as he groweth, 
What kind his life may be, 

This little, mournful baby 
Whose eyes are haunting me? 



Will he go cold and hungry. 
While I am warm and fed? 

Grow up unloved, untended, 
Untaught, uncomforted? 
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Will he grow strange and wayward, 
A thing accursed of men — 

This little child of mine, dear, 
Whose sins will haunt me then? 



I think if you were mine, dear, 
Mine though we sware no oath, 

You would go out and find him, 
And so redeem us both ; 



You would go out and find him, 
And, finding, bring him in. 

And hide him in your bosom. 
Till God forgot the sin. 
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BROKEN OF HEART 



Broken of heart are we, O God I 
For sins not all our own; 

We faint upon life's great highway, 
Our children weep and moan. 



The dewy grass is sweet, dear God I 
And bright the morning sun; 

We only see at morning time 
The hour of work begun. 



And far beyond the narrow life 

That holds us in its thrall. 
The earth lies green, and fresh, and fair- 

The earth that is for all. 



But we are portionless, Lord God I 
Life sold our earth for bread; 

Better we never had been born, 
Better that we were dead 1 
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Dead, we would lie at rest, at least ; 

Dead, we would weep no more; 
Dead, would the old earth turn again 

Cleansed of our weeping, sore. 



Broken of heart are we, O God I 
For sins not all our own; 

We faint upon life's great highway. 
Our children moan and moan. 



DOWN IN A QUIET CORNER 



Down in a quiet corner 
Of the garden of my heart, 

A dainty little flower 
Is growing there, apart. 



And should you ask about it 
(As I'd like that you should do). 

You'll find that I have named it 
A memory of you. 
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DRAW DOWN THE BLIND 



Draw down the blind, 
The end is come ; 

The eyes are wide, 
The lips are dumb. 



The voice is hushed. 
That sang of old; 

The clinging hands 
No more enfold. 



The loving kiss, 

No more shall thrill; 
The loyal heart, 

At last, is still. 



Draw down the blind, 
Shut out the sun ; 

The journey ends, 
At Half-Begun. 
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MY HAND IN THINE 



My hand in thine, 
Thy hand in mine; 

God gave me thee, 
God made me thine. 



tlo not away, 

O, heart, my heart 1 
I have no life 

From thee, apart. 



I have no life 

Thou dost not share; 
No joy in hope, 

No balm in prayer. 

Stay with me, sweet 
(The sad hours go I) 

Stay with me, dear, 
Nor leave me so I 
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Is it good>bye 

At last, mine own ? 
Must I then leave thee, 

Here, alone? 



Holds life, sweetheart, 
No more than this — 

A look, a word, 
A touch, a kiss I 



REPAID 



You say you loved me — 
Yet you turned away, 

Gave her your heart, 
And — found her hopeless clay. 



You say you loved me — 
Well, perhaps 'tis true, 

Why should I doubt it ? 
But — I loved not you. 
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SINGIN' LOW 



Is it you dat w'd wait f'r d' comin' of 3' Word? 

(O, Glory Hallelujah ! singin', singin' low !) 
Is it you dat w'd watch f'r d' Glory of d' Lord ? 

(Lord God an' Hallelujah ! singin', singin' low !) 
Den take up my Cross an' follow, follow me 

(O, follow, follow me, an' singin' low I) 
Walkin' by d' Sperit, hoi' along o' me 

(O, follow, follow, follow, singin' low 1) 



Go, bring me my chil'en — I hear d' chil'en 
weepin' 
(Father I the little chil'en, cryin', cryin' low I) 
Bring dem in t' me an' d' Father's love f'r 
keepin' 
(Lord God I d' little chil'en cryin', cryin' low I) 
An' go in d' byways, I hear d' stricken callin' 
(Lord God Almighty I am d' souls a singin' 
low?) 
D' lame, d' halt, d' blind, d' bruised an' d' fallen 
(Lord God and Father, am d' saints a-singin' 
low?) 
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Is it you dat w'd wait f 'r d' comin' of d' Word ? 

(O, Glory Hallelujah ! singin', singin' low 1) 
Is it you dat w'd watch f 'r d' Glory of d' Lord ? 

(Lord God an' Hallelujah ! singin', singin' low I) 
Den take up my Cross an' follow, follow me 

(O, follow, follow me, an' singin' low I) 
Walkin' by d' Sperit, hoi' along o' me 

(O, follow, follow, follow, singin' low I) 
Go, bring me my chil'en — I hear d' chil'en 
weepin' 

(Father ! the little chil'en, cryin', cryin' low I) 
Bring dam in t' me an' d' Father's love f'r 

keepin' 
(Lord God I d' little chil'en, cryin', cryin' low I) 



85 MARRI'D 



WEARYIN' 



I'se wearyin', I is, 

Achin' through an' through; 
I'se wearyin', I is, 

Wearyin' for you. 

I'se wearyin', I is, 
Up 'n' down th' day; 

Ain't got heart f'r nuthin'. 
When you is away. 

Time goes mighty heavy. 

In d' house 'n' out; 
Home don't seem like home 

When you ain't about I 

So I'se waitin', dearie, 
Lonesome-sad, 'n' still, 

Watchin', while d' shadders 
Creep across d' hill. 

Wearyin* all d' day, 
Watchin' f'r you, dear; 

Life ain't good for nuthin* 
When you isn't herig. 
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THE BAIRNIE RINS ABOOT TH' HOOSE 



The bairnie rins aboot th' hoose, 
The burd wi' simmer in her e'e; 

She lauchs an' keeks, an' keekin' ca's — 
The bonnie doo, sae dear tae me. 

Wi' rosy lips close pressed tae mine 
(They gar me kiss her twice as more), 

She bauds me close, an' closer yet. 
An' tells her secrets o'er an' o'er. 

There's music in her toddlin' fit, 

There's music in her winsome ca' ; 
But, O, th' clingin', claspin' airms — 



CLOSE TO THY HEART 



'Heart of my heart I The night is cold I" 
'Yea I but thy dear, dear arms enfold." 
'Chill is the wind that stealeth by 1" 
'What matter the wind that windeth by I 
'Close to thy heart I lean and lie." 
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I HOLD YOUR HAND 



(With acknowledgment to Ella Wheeler Wilcox.) 

I hold your hand while yet I may, 

I kiss your lips and hair; 
A day will come when one of us 

Will neither kiss nor care. 



When one will weep uncomforted 
(O God 1 which one of us ?) 

Is it for this I hold you so, 
And kiss you — thus — and thus? 



IF I SHOULD MAKE A GARDEN 



If I should make a garden, 
I'd plant it o'er, and through, 

With every bud and blossom 
That ever bloomed for you. 

But I will make no garden, 
Will plant no dainty plot; 

For while I have remembered. 
You have, alas ! forgot ! 
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SLEEP I SLEEP I SLEEP 1 



(Sleep! Sleep I Sleep I) 
Sleep, little babe, the world is at rest, 
Hovers the wild bird over the nest, 
Little one. Peace I and lie at my breast, 
Sleep I Sleep ! Sleep ! 

(Sleep I Sleep 1 Sleep I) 
Deep in the shadow under the hill, 
Close to the ewe the lamb lieth still, 
God be our guide and keep us from ill — 
Sleep I Sleep ! Sleep 1 



(Sleep I Sleep ! Sleep I) 
Out in the deep the night wind is born, 
Over the hill the moon is a horn, 
Little dear baby I until the morn — 
Sleep I Sleep I Sleep I 
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'TAINT F'R US 



'Taint f'r us 

To fume an' fret, 
'Taint f'r us 

To quite forget. 

'Taint f'r us 
To turn away, 

Snarl 'n' snap 
Across the day. 

God don't set 

Two hearts t' one, 
Jes' t' let 'em 

Come undone ! 



ONCE 



Once in a garden walking, 
I came, dear heart, to you; 

The rose hung o'er the pathway, 
The grass was tipped with dew. 

The apple-blossoms, drifted, 
Lay white about your feet : — 

Why can I not forget, as 
You have forgotten . . sweet ! 
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LUBIN COMES ACROSS THE WAY 



Lubin comes across the way, 

Lirra, lirra, lirra dear ! 
Takes my hand and says "Good-day," 

Lirra, lirra, lirra dear ! 

Smiles about his ruddy lip. 
Ho 1 the darling 1 Hey the dear I 

Sweet as bloom of honey tip. 
Hey, the darling ! Ho, the dear I 

Holds my hand and leads me on — 

Lirra, lirra, lirra dear 1 
Love comes back who just had gone, 

Lirra, lirra, lirra dear I 

Love, the knave, comes back to me, 
Ah, my lover ! Ah, my dear ! 

Touched my eyes, the rogue, did he. 
Love, the rover I Love, the dear I 

Lubin I hold me by the hand, 
Lubin, love me ! love me, dear I 

Lubin I look and understand, 
Love me, Lubin ! Love me, dear I 
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SUZANNE 



The bud that wakes to blossoming, 
The thing that crept ere yet it ran, 

Each hath his song of love' to sing — 
I have no song, Suzanne. 



All day I note the slow hours crawl, 
All day I count each moment's span ; 

I love you, still, in spite of all; 
You loved me not, Suzanne. 



And though I spake hot words of blame. 
When love forgot what love began, 

I could not see your face aflame. 
And hate you quite, Suzanne. 



I loved you, dear; I love you yet; 

I bear my pain as best I can ; 
I would not, if I could, forget 

How much I loved, — Suzanne, 
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SOMEHOW WE MISSED EACH OTHER 



Somehow we missed each other, 

Passed each other by unknowing ; 

I who sought you, you who sought me. 

With hearts that throbbed for hopes and fears, 

Passed each other in the early going, 

Missed each other in the early years. 

Somehow we missed each other, 
We two poor bankrupt souls, sowing 
A harvest that we recked not of; 
Now, others^ sorrows claim our tears, 
Others call us in our later going, 
Others hold us in our later years. 
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LOVE! ART THOU COME AGAIN? 



Love ! art thou come again, 

To vex me with thy woe; 
Thy burning mouth, thy clinging hands, 

Thy sighs that come and go — 



Thine eyes bedewed with tears, 
(Eyes that forgave the smart !) 

Thy nestling palm that all night long 
Lay on my heart, my heart? 

Love I I have said "Good bye" 

(Good-bye so full of pain), 
Turn thee once more, and let me go — 

Ah I call me not again I 



AND OTHER VERSES 95 



BUDS 



I gathered long, of buds of thought, 
One here, one there — ^yea, everywhere; 

I took them where my garden was, 
And there I planted them with care. 



And wanderers, passing idly by. 

Looked up, looked in, to wond'ring see 
How fair a thing a bud might grow, 

How good a thing a thought might be. 



And though some drooped at close of day, 
And some grew hardly^^ — frail and thin — 

Yet is my garden fairer grown. 
For these my buds I gathered in. 
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I HA'E A DROUTH 



I ha'e a drouth, a fearfu' drouth, 
The awfu' drouth o' love; 

It has nae mak' in a' th' airth, 
In Hell or Heaven above. 

It winna budge, it winna gang; 

It aye ca's oot for Jill ; 
An' though I kiss her twice as more, 

My drouth is drouthie still. 



THEE-WARD I 



Thee-ward my heart yearns in my dreams, 
Thee-ward my face turns as I sleep ; 
My palms ache but to touch thee and to hold, 
Mine arms to clasp thee and enfold; — 
And all I am is thine to have and keep, 
To make or mar, to mend or break, 
To loose or bind, to leave or take. 
Just as to thee most fitting seems — 
Because I love thee, dear; 
I love thee. 
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A LITTLE GHOST 



The moonlight flutters from the sky, 
And meets her at the door, 

A little ghost whose steps have passed 
Across the parlour floor. 



And rustling vines that lightly tap 

Against the window-pane, 
Throw shadows on the white-washed walls. 

To blot them out again. 

The moonlight leads her as she goes 

Across the narrow plain, 
By all the old familiar ways 

That know her step again. 



And through the scrub it leads her on, 
And brings her to the creek, 

But by the Broken Dam she stops, 
And seems as she would speak. 
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She moves her lips, but not a word 

Ripples the silent air ; 
She wrings her little hands — ah, me ! 

The sadness of despair ! 



While overhead the black duck's wing 

Cuts like a flash upon 
The startled air, that scarcely shrinks 

Ere he, afar, is gone; 



And curlews wake, and wailing cry, 
Cur-lew ! Cur-lew ! Cur-lew ! 

Till all the bush with nameless dread 
Is pulsing through and through. 



The moonlight leads her back again, 
And leaves her at the door — 

A little ghost whose steps have passed 
Across the parlour floor. 
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BY THE LONE THORN 



By the Lone Thorn, 
In the field where the mother-quail 

Lay low in the tussocky grass, 
I lie, more low, than she, and wail. 

For Love's dear sake who did not pass, 
But, stooping, kissed me. 



HER PRAYER 



Keep watch, O God I 

For he is far; 
Guide him and guard 

'Neath sun and star; 

Lo, all my heart 
Waits where he is; 

No life have I 
That is not his. 

We twain are one, 
'Neath sun and star, 

Keep him, O God I 
Who is afar. 
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US IS OUT, HER 'N' ME. 



I. 

Us is out, her 'n' me, 

Moonin' roun' th' square, 
Tryin* how t' make-believe 

As us doesn't care. 

Us is out, her 'n' me, 

Just like utter fools; 
Bustin'-achin' f'r a word, 

Obstinit as mules. 

Us is out, her 'n' me. 

Out— *n' all f'r what I 
Things as ain't th' worth o' that I 

When y're love-forgot. 

US AIN'T MADE TO SNAP 'N' SNARL 



II. 

Us ain't made to snap 'n' snarl. 
Us, that's one an' two; 

Us ain't made to jar 'n' fret. 
Us, that's me 'n' you. 

Us ain't made to go apart, 
(Kiss me 1 lovin'-true) — 

Us that's touchin' mouth t' mouth, 
Us, that's me 'n' you. 
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"GOOD-NIGHT, BELOVED." 



"Good-night, Beloved!" 
Across the purple hills, across 
The sands, and far across the long 
Straight line of lifted sea, I turn 

To thee and call. O, thoughts that throng 1 
O, arms outstretched ! O, hearts that burn I 
We need no other words than these — 

"Good-night, Beloved I" 



"Good-night, Beloved!" 
The warm air floats, and sinks and lifts. 
And swings, full-scented out to sea; 
The light of day slow-fading dies; 
Above the sea, one star with me 
Keeps watch; a swallow homeward flies; 
And I, dear one, I call to thee — 

"Good-night, Beloved!" 
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THE MACLEAN 



(The Lord hath given, the Lord hath taken, 
But there cometh a day when all shall waken. 
And till that day come will women be weeping 
For the dead who hold their hearts in keeping.) 



They say he's deein', oor lad is deein', 
Deein', awa', wi'in soun' o' th' sea; 

Achin' an' sair my e'en wi' weepin', 
To think he will never come hame t' me 



Frien' ye'r daein' na gude by your ta'kin' ; 

Ye canna wile achin' frae achin' hairts; 
Words canna tak' th' sting frae oor pairtin', 

An' dae whut ye will, a fresh woun' aye smairts I 
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Ye canna measure my luv, or my grief, 
Ye canna fill up the void i' my hairt; 

Ye canna lengthen a life that is brief, 
Ye canna bring back, when Death takes apairt 



Why should I think it sinfu' t' grieve? 

Think ye, we pairt wi' th' deein' wi' joy? 
Think ye, your preachin' will bring him to live ? 

Gae your wa' hame ! I maun grieve for my boy. 



(The Lord hath given, the Lord hath taken, 
But there cometh a day when all shall waken, 
And till that day come will women be weeping 
For the dead who hold their hearts in keeping.) 
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AT EVEN (Casterton), 



The shadow creeps across the street, 
And lengthens where the waters run, 

But in the South, the red wall of The Bluff, 
Glows like an opal in the setting sun. 



I have forgiven her — the bitter word, 

The paltry hate, the unjust wound — 
For sake of green hills girding her. 
And silver waters winding round; 



Of ferny hollows, where the wren 
In spring sends forth his jewelled trill ; 

The song-thrush fluting in his tree. 
The wagtails' call when all is still; 
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Of moonlight shafting through the trees, 
And sunlight glinting on the leaves, 

When summer marches, splendid, forth, 
To gather in her harvest sheaves ; 



Of dappled hillsides, where, inclined, 
The loamy furrow folded lies; 

And grassy slopes where rippled runs 
Mark where the vagrant Zephyr flies; 



Of noon-tides, when the Capeweed flings 
Her golden mantle o'er the hills; 

And drops the starry flower beside 
The shadowed pathway of the rills. 



For these and more. . . The willow at my gate 
Swings to the breeze that, sweeping on, 

Stoops to the river winding by 
The fair, green hills of Casterton. 



The shadows lengthen in the street. 
And deepen where the waters run ; 

Yet, in the South, the red wall of The Bluff 
Still glows, a jewel, in the setting sun. 
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TIME WAITS NOT ON OUR IDLE DAYS 



Time waits not on our idle days, 
The balance ever forward swings, 

Life goes, impatient, while we wait. 
And takes again the hour he brings. 



Love-red and quick he faces us ; 

Shall we turn back and bid him go, 
To wait till Time has cooled his cheek. 

And set his bounding pulses slow ? 



Come, then, Beloved, when the day 
Sinks golden to the waiting west. 

Time will not wait for us ; come then, 
The hours shall die upon thy breast. 
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O, MANY BIRDS ARE IN THE BUSH 



O, many birds are in the bush, 
And many bees are round the broom ; 
The silver-woven air is bright 
Beneath the radiant noonday light, 
While petals, showered from apple-bloom, 
Within the sunlit garden flush; 
Yet all my heart cries out for thee — 
My own, who comest not to me. 

The young calves to the mothers call, 
That stand knee-deep among the weeds ; 
The ducks are dreaming in the shade ; 
Afar, the milk-white spoon-bills wade; 
The pee-weets gather by the reeds; 
A sun-wrought garment covers all. 
And yet, dear heart, I crave but thee, 
My own, who comest not to me. 
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The shadow-haunted waterhole; 
The red-clay banks that close it round ; 
The knotted gums that stand a-guard ; 
The sloping hill-side, furrow-scarred; 
The pine-tree where the plovers found 
A nesting place beside the bole, — 
What joy in these, if lacking thee, 
My own, who comest not to me? 



REMEMBRANCE 



Keep me, within thine heart, 
One chamber set apart. 

There, though I never come. 
Yet will I know it home. 

There where no hand but mine 
May lift the veil — or thine — 

Keep me, within thine heart, 
One chamber set apart. 
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SING, O SING ! 



Sing, O sing I 

For yesterday love came. 
Rosy-red his mouth, 

A singing-word his name. 
Out, from out the South, 

The wind that filled his sail, 
Swept across a busy world 

And told the Lover's tale I 

Yet sing, O sing I 

Thou bird upon the tree. 
And blessed be the merry wind 

That brought my love £o me. 
The merry wind, the merry wind, 

Thou bird upon the tree ; 
The merry wind that came from God, 

And brought my love to me ! 



MY GARDEN WAS A WILDERNESS 



My garden was a wilderness 
Of weeds that mimicked woes ; 

And then love came, and at a touch 
Each weed became a rose. 
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AUTUMN TWILIGHT 



(From the Fiench of de Regniei.) 

Pallid, and hand in hand, like comrades twain, 

Sorrow and Peace conduct you to the shade ; 
Where, in a garden sad as olden pain, 

Leaf after leaf, the roses fall and fade. 
Passes the face of Silence in the deep. 

Where, drop by drop, the fountain waters fall, 
To waken drowsy doves, unseen, asleep. 

Within a leafage like a golden pall. 
For, lo ! 'tis Autumn come as daylight dies ; 
Before you in the dusk a shadow flies, 
And strangely smiles to think it once was you. 
There is a thorn where once the bud was new; 
While, eve by eve, the Past in shadow grows; 
And drop by drop Time dies, and rose by rose. 
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THE SABBATH MORN 



It's me got up, this mornin', 
It's me that lit the fire; 

It's me that brocht the coo in, 
An' pit her to the byre. 

I slippit oot sae quately — 
He hasna' waukened yet ! — 

I've got the kittle bilin', 
I've got his breakfast het; 

His pipie's laid beside him, 
His matches till his han' ; 

He'll waukin', see them lyin'. 
An' seein', understan'. 

I've pit the paper handy. 
He'll tak' it when he please; 

He'll read awhile, an' puff a wee, 
An' syne, he'll lie at ease. 

His gude claes a' are waitin' 
(His white shirt on th' chair). 

His studs are pit in, ready. 
His collar's dune wi' care; 
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His socks are at the fender, 

His shoon are warmin' through- 
There's no ae thing 'at's wantin', 

There's no ae thing t' do I 



1 tiptae t' his bedside, 
I tip-tip-tae away — 

For, O, he sleeps sae cosy ; 
It's Sabbath morn the day. 



THE BABE 



Kisses on the dimpled arm, 

On the mouth of red; 
Kisses on the throat and chin, 

On the silky head. 
Let me have him, "no one near, 

Naked in my arms; 
Let me kiss, with none to see. 

Wrists and rosy palms. 
Leave him just a little while, 

Leave us all alone — 
Never at my breast will lie, 

Chfldren of my own. 
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YEA I I HAVE LIVED 1 



Yea I I have lived — 
Have felt the husband-kiss upon my lips, 
Have felt my child's mouth pull upon my breast ; 
Have foughten Death, have toiled and taken rest, 
Have sinned most human sins, have felt the whips 
Where conscience struck ; have drunk of life 
In laughter and in song, in tears that burned, 
In Hope that sang, in peace, in plenitude of strife 
That germined strength ; have lost, and gained, 

and learned; 
Have had and held ; have taken and have strown ; 
And through it all — ^whatever Fate decrees — 
Yet do I hold e'en yet, e'en yet, the crown — 
For, lo ! whatever loss, whatever gain, 
Not all Eternity can take, or 'minish these. 
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I HEAR THE WILD BIRD SING OF LOVE 



I hear the wild bird sing of love 
(O sweet and throbbing tone !) 

I hear the calling of the dove, 
But I, I sit alone. 



Yea, all alone, I sigh and sigh : 
No Lover comes to me; 

A lean and hungry passer-by, 
Life eyes me grudgingly. 



And yet, I hear life's wonder-song, 
The throbbing note of love : 

Why tarries Love so long, so long, 
Sweet singer of the grove ? 



Comes He to you and not to me ! 

Comes He to pass me by ! 
All round I hear Love's melody, 

And, yet, alone am I I 
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THE WAY TO APPIN 



(To the writer of " For Love of Appia " — Misi Jesaia Mackay.) 

It's a lang, lang road to Appin, Jessie, dear, 

A lang, lang road an' a weary ; 

Though the men wha sang '^'Lochaber" 

Taught their sons to toss the caber, 

It's a lang, lang road to Appin, Jessie, dear. 

O, saut's the way, the way they went, Jessie, dear, 

Saut, saut, saut the way, my dearie; 

An' they'll come na mair to Appin, 

When the simnier comes a-chappin'. 

For lang, lang's the way to Appin, Jessie, dear. 

They sauted it wi' tears, wi' tears, Jessie, dear. 

Sauted it wi' tears chantin' eerie; 

An' the wailin' air it quavered 

As the wild notes, lifting, wavered, 

As they wandered far awa' frae Appin, Jessie, dear. 
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It's a lang, lang road to Appin, Jessie, dear, 

A lang, lang road and a weary ; 

But ye sing the song o' Appin, 

Till the tear, it comes a-drappin', 

For the saut, sad way to Appin, Jessie, dear. 



HERE IS THE VIOLET 



Here is the violet 
And here the rose — 

What though mine eyes 
jWith tears be wet. 
Here where are rose and violet, 

We will remember, and — 
Forget. 
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THE WISH 



O, Death, thou hast no charm for me; 

I have no wish to feed the worm, 
To lie, forever, in the dark; 

To moulder out, an empty form. 

I love the sun, I love the air ; 

I love the merry wind; 
I love the cattle on the hills; 

But more, I love my kind. 



Give me the green old earth, with friends- 

To make and friends to hold; 
Mine Enemy is more to me 

Than worms amid the mould I 



Give me to live, to make my way ; 

Give me my hands' due work ; 
Better the stress, the strife, the storm, 

Than dust beside the kirk. 
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Give me the moon's round, jolly face; 

Give me the starry sky; 
The sunlight on the little hills; 

The cow-bell tinkling by. 



Give me of Summer's dust and heat; 

Give me of Winter's cold; 
Give me — no matter What I — ^but spare, 

O, spare me worms and mould. 



O, Death, thou hast no charm for me; 

I have no wish to feed the worm, 
To lie, forever, in the dark, 

To moulder out, an empty form. 

I love the sun, I love the air ; 

I love the merry wind; 
I love the cattle on the hills; 

But more, I love my kind. 
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LIFE 



Two sparrows fought — and she 
For whom the strife was made- 
Sat on her fence and looked aside 
As one who would not see. 
Yet waited — ah, the jade I — 
Knowing full well the tide 
Of vict'ry set to her, and made 
Her queen, what end might be. 



Above my orchard wall, 

My neighbour's oak shook down 

Her rosaried rain — scattered and blown 

By laughing winds awide — 

Six beads on ev'ry string I 
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(Or seven ? eight ? or five ? — 

What matter 1 things so much alive 

Vary as song in spring I) 

And sweetest of them all — 

Blossom and bud — unrolled 

The folded leaf and tendrils of the vine. 



O song of love ! 
The whole world sings I Behold, 
The while I watched, came one 
Eager as early morn, 
And placed within mine arms my son. 
New born. 
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THE VISION 



O, Me, I saw the Cross, 

And followed after it ; 
The world went by and laughed at Me, 

And scofifed in bitter wit. 

O, Me, I saw the Cross, 

And yet I followed on ; 
They beat Me with a withy rod 

That bit like scorpion. 

They set Me on a throne. 
They mocked at Me in scorn. 

They spat upon Me and reviled. 
They crowned Me with a thorn. 

(O, Me, I saw the Cross 

Before Me all the way ; 
And yet I followed after it, 

As one who would not stay.) 

They hung a purple robe 

Upon Me, beaten sore. 
They put a sceptre in my hand, 

And hailed Me King, and more. 
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And then they took Me out, 
They nailed Me to the Cross; 

For who should take my seamless robe 
They played at pitch and toss. 

And Me they lifted up, 

And Me they set beside 
One who repented of his sin, 

And one who, cursing, died. 

Yet still I see the Cross; 

I see my brothers twain. 
For ever hung above the earth 

In Poverty and Pain. 

And ever round the world 

I see the futile herd 
That wrangles o'er the seamless robe. 

And stumbles at a word. 

They spin my story out. 
They sell its pain for gold. 

They build a temple to themselves, 
But Me they leave a-cold. 

O, Me, I saw the Cross, 

Before Me all the way; 
And yet I followed after it. 

As one who would not stay. 
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HUSH 1 O, MY BABE ! 



Hush ! O, my babe ! — 
Dost hear the dingo howling in the wild ? 
The curlew plaintiving across the night, 
The plover calling from the darker deep ? 
Dost hear ? Dost hear, my little child ? 
Nay, then I go' sleep, go' sleep. 

Hush 1 O, my babe ! — 
Shut down thine eyes where lurks thy mother's 

fear, 
Turn in thy face against the mother heart; 
Cling close, close in — ill shall not near thee creep. 
Thou in thy mother's arms, thou need'st not hear. 
Then, sleep, my baby, sleep ! 

Sleep 'st, thou, my babe? 
Wanders the wind adown the distant hill. 
Wanders the wind across tKe lonely plain — 
Spirit of God I the watch take up, and keep, , 
Guard thou us two, and ward from us things ill. 
That we in peace may sleep I 
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A SONG OF CASTERTON 



Once from her Council Chamber door, 

I stood and looked across the town — 
Saw house on house, and street on street, 
Each in his order, reaching down — 
Down to the river winding on, 
Singing a song of Casterton. 

Saw where the apple trees were white, 
Scattered — some here, some there; — 

Saw where the hillside homesteads stood 
Set round with plum and pear. 

Saw where, of old, the landslips tore, 
And ripped the hills and broke — 

The little hollows left behind. 
Might be for faiiy folk 1 — 

Cushioned with green, and warm they lie — 

The hillsides up and down — 
Like dimples on a mighty arm, 

Laid closely round the town. 

There do the shadows wait at morn, 

There do they hide at noon ; 
There do they lengthen out at eve; 
And deepen in the moon. 
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There do the children love to play, 
And young lambs, dreaming, lie — 

Fair as the " flow'ry lap of May," 
To tired heart and eye. 

I saw, afar, the roads that bind 

The country to the town, 
Ribbons of red, that o'er the hills. 

Go wand'ring up and down. 

I saw the splendour of the sun, 

Blaze on the eucalypt. 
Flashed from ten thousand radiant points. 

As swayed and swung and dipt 

Each leaf-edge to the breeze, until 

It seemed as though, a-rush. 
Flame shimmered through ; and, lo ! again, 

Unburned, the Burning Bush. 

Yea, from her Council Chamber door, 

I stood and looked across the town — 
Saw house on house, and street on street. 
Each in his order, reaching down — 
Down to the river winding on, 
Singing a song of Casterton. 
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RELIGION 



(From the French of Vauquelin de la Fresnaye.) 

Who — who art thou, so scantily clad? 
"I am the daughter of God," she said. 

Why is thy raiment so poor and thin ? 
"Because to be rich, I count it sin." 

The Book in thine hand so closely read ? 
"The law of my Father, God," she said. 

Thy dove-like body laid bare, laid bare ? 
"To show that His teaching is pure and fair." 

Why, ever on Death, do thy white feet tread? 
"The Cross to me, it is rest and food." 

Why art thou winged, who walkest a-foot ? 
"To teach that man hath an heavenly root." 

Thine head en-rayed with an aureole ? 
"To brighten the way of the fainting soul." 

Why carriest thou yon curb and cord? 
"To bring mankind to the only Lord." 

Why, ever on Death, do thy white feet tread ? 
"Because I triumph even o'er Death," she said. 
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ALL MINE 



All mine, 

Through 'n' through, 
Dis boy 

Kissin' you 1 
Sweet mouf, 
Rosy red, 
Blue eyes, 
Golden head. 
And, Oh — h — , sich a way ! 
Steals hearts every day. 



SHUT FAST THE DOOR 



Shut fast, shut fast the door. 
Remembrance comes no more; 

Only is left the sting. 
Of unremembering. 

Ask me, ah ! ask me not 
Why love went forth forgot, 

Why kisses touch no more 

The heart that burned of yore — 

Remembrance comes no more; 
Shut fast, shut fast the door. 
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DON TOMASO 



Nay, but my heart 
Be still, be still ; 

Life is not all 
A web of ill. 



Out of the dark 

Still comes the light, 
And day is born 

In deepest night. 



Take courage, then, 
Be not forlorn ; 

For though night fall 
Yet comes the morn. 



Life still may smile, 
O, doubting one, 

For even tears 
Flash back the sun. 
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LO I I HAVE LOST MY BABE," SHE SAID 



"Lo, I have lost my babe," she said; 
"Who is this man who comes instead?" 



"My babe was small, and in mine arms 
Lay soft and safe from all alarms ; 



"This man is one whom Fear forgot; 
He takes his way ; he needs me not. 



"My babe hung dimpling at my breast, 
Sweet in his joy, and sweet in rest; 



"His very smallness made of him 
A greater dearness, life and limb. 



"But this — this man who comes instead, 
How can I comfort him?" she said. 
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"How fold him round so safe and sure, 
Mine arms would bring each ill its cure; 



"Kiss so that tears dried at the fall, 
And joy came laughing at my call ? 



"This man sees other eyes divine; 
My baby saw no eyes but mine. 



"This man looks on a widened world; 
My babe — my rosebud, half uncurled — 



"Asked for no other world than this — 
His mother's arms, his mother's kiss. 



"Yet I have lost him I" soft she said, 
"And lo, a man is come instead I" 
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THE SIN 



I lifted up his head 

And laid it on my breast, 
I kissed his heavy hair, 

And lulled his soul to rest ; 



I looked into his eyes 
(O Mary, Mother, heed 1 

For there I saw a look 
That I was fain to read) ; 



He lifted up his arms. 

He caught me, all his own,- 
I heard the bitter wind, 

I heard the salt sea moan I 



But, Mary, Mother, hear I 
The sin was all to me, 

Who lulled his soul to sleep 
That day beside the sea. 
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THE BIDDING 



I bid you come but once, sweetheart, 

(When earth is green). 
To where I lie away apart, 
Unheard, unseen. . . . 
Dead, O my own, I shall not know the lack of thee ; 
Yet, kiss me, dear, with kisses warm and free :' — 
O let me feel thy ling'ring breath 

On throat, and cheek and brow. 
There are no kisses after death — 
Kiss me now I 



PASS ON, OLD TIME 



Pass on, old Time, 
I've had my day ; 

Have sung my song. 
And had my play. 

Life I have lived — 
Let come what may ; 

Pass on, old Time, 
I've had my day I 
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WHAT THOUGH I FOLLOW LOVE I 



What though I follow love I- 
Love hath forgotten me; 

Left me like autumn leaf, 
Lone on the tree. 

What though I follow love t- 
Call him a-night a-day; 

Love makes no tarrying, 
Call though I may. 

Love hath no thought of me I 

So? Let him go? 
Ah 1 I would follow Love, 

Love me or no I 



WE DID NOT THINK, DID WE? 



We did not think, did we, 
Love had us in the net? 

Now we may not remember, 
And, yet, we cannot forget. 
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THE LITTLE RED DEEVIL 



The little red deevil went hirplin' on, 

Hirplin' on, hirplin' on ! 
For his work was begun, an' 'twould soon be done. 
As the little red deevil went hirplin' on. 
An' the folk, they followed him every one, 
Doon ways that came frae afar, afar. 
Mountain an' valley, an' brae an' scaur; 
Where the roads ran oot, an' the roads ran on. 
In troops they followed, an' laughed an' ran. 
Child, maiden an' lad, an' woman an' man ! 
But One on a Cross died all alone : 
Aye, all alone, wi' a cry an' a moan — 
Then the little red deevil ran faster than ever. 
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KISS ME, DEAR HEART 



Kiss me, dear heart, 
Soon comes good-bye I 

Swift fall the sands; 
The night is nigh. 



Yet, when it comes, 
Dear, I shall sleep, 

Uncaring how 
The long hours creep. 



Deep, deep, and still 
Within my bed, 

I shall not know, 
O Golden head^ 



I shall not know — 
O God ! the pain ! 

Not though thy tears 
Fall thick like rain. 
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MARY, THE MOTHER 



Mary, the mother, looked down the way. 

And "Comes He not yetl" they heard her say. 

"Mine arms fall down, mine eyes they are dim, 
As'bent, and broken, I wait for Him. 

"For hours it is since He went away 
To kneel in the Garden Mount to pray." 

Long did the Mother of Jesus wait 
The sound of His foot beside the gate. 

The touch of His hand upon the door. 
The tread of His step across the floor; 

For over against the sky-line dim 

A Roman rabble made mock of Him ; 

Over against the blue, awide, 
He was hung up, the Crucified. 

Yet ever, ever, through ages dim, 
Mary, the Mother, waits for Him. 

Mary the mother ! — O women who wait 
The sound of a step beside the gate ! 
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BYE I BYE! BYE I 



Bye ! Bye ! Bye 1 

Little one, sleep ; go' sleep I 
The moon is a-peep 

At the edge o' th' world, 
The possum awake, 

The wombat uncurled, 
And th' mo-poke is calling 
(Is calling, O I) 

Little one, sleep — Go' sleep ! 

Bye! Bye I Bye! 

Little one, sleep ; go' sleep ! 
For the drowsy sheep, 

An' th' wee brown lamb. 
Lie under the tree 

That shadows the dam, 
And the plover is piping 
(Is piping, O !) 

Little one, sleep — Go' sleep ! 

Bye! Bye! Bye! 

Little one, sleep ; go' sleep ! 
A bar o' th' moonlight 

A-sweep, a-sweep. 
Is over the waters 

A-sIeep, a-sleep, 
And the curlew is crying 
(Is crying, O I) 

Little one, sleep — Go' sleep ! 
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"LIFE'S CRY OF PAIN ' 



NO MORE, NO MORE 

Call at my heart no more, for I 
Can bear no longer with the pain 
Of hearing night and morn your cry ! 



Call at my heart no more : I will 

Not heed. Go back I — I do not shrink — 

Go back ! and keep your clamour still, 



For I am weary of your woes 

That never cease, your shame that burns, 

Your lot that dark and darker grows ; 



I will no longer know of you. 

No longer vex my life with dreams 

And thoughts that stab me through and through I 
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I have not made you what you are; 
I did not spurn you where you clung ; 
I did not bid you stand afar ; 



I was not cold to you ; although 

Your life was stained and dark, you called ; 

I did not turn and bid you go ! 



I have not hurt you : Let me be ; 

I am so weary : Cease your cry. 

Stand back ! You shall not torture me- 



What have I done to you, that you 
Should come between my life and me ? — 
Stand back I I will begin anew. 
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"LIFE'S CRY OF PAIN" 



II. 



IT IS NO USE 



It is no use — I may not feign — 
It is no use. I could not shut 
My ears, and say I did not hear 
The everlasting cry of pain I 



I thought I would not heed, and turned 
And built a future in ray dreams. 
And smiled, and called it mine ; yet all 
The while my heart within me burned 



For you, who wept because you had 
No hope, no rest, no joy, no dream 
Of joyous things to dry your tears, 
To give you life and make you glad. 
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And I who said, far back, beyond 
The nearer years, that all your griefs 
Were mine ; who said I loved you ; who 
Had dreamed I felt my heart respond 



To ev'ry throb of yours, I dwelt 
One self-deceived, alone, and knew 
You not; but pity'ng you did fling 
You gold, and thought that what I felt 



Was Love, and what I did was all 
For love's dear sake — I who withheld 
From you my best I Now I will go 
To you, and bring you in, and call 

You mine, palm held to palm, and I 
I will lay your head upon my breast, 
And bear you up until that day 
We equal live, or, fighting, die. 
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LIFE'S CRY OF PAIN " 



III. 



LET US ALONE 



Let us alone — we ask no more — 
Let us alone. What do you know 

Of us ? What do we know of you 
Who come an hour and talk, and go 

Across the threshold of our dark 
And squalid homes, sick for the sun, 

Sick for a breath of wholesome air, 
And glad because your work is done ? 



You do not feel the things we feel ; 

You do not hate the things we hate ; 
You do not love the things we love; 

You have not waited as we wait — 
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Wait without consciousness of hope, 
Passive and still, God knows, except 

When one, grown frantic, breaks away 
To cry aloud that God has slept 1 

But you I You only miss our hearts : 

You do not know our lives. And though 

You come among us for an hour 
You cannot enter where we go. 

— And all your talk is nothing. We — 
We have no time for talk. Before 

The stars grow pale our day begins. 
Let us alone ; we ask no more. 
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"LIFE'S CRY OF PAIN 



IV. 



CHILD NEWSVENDORS 



We know that always, somewhere, earth 
Is warm and grass is green ; that skies 

Are blue ; that hours go by where none 
Turn slowly dayward, languid eyes 



That wish themselves deceived and ask 
To find the dawn no nearer than 

The night ! We know that in the long 
Cold hours before the daylight can 

Creep out across the world, within 
Their mother's arms lie children such 

As we, so warm, ah God I so warm, 
It seems that if we could but touch 
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Them as they slept, to us might come 
Some faintly kindred throb, that might 
Have power to warm us through the strange 
And pallid hours that follow night. 



And when the summer comes, and night 
Draws, panting, back before the day. 

We scarcely fall asleep before 
We must awake, and out away. 



Across the silent city while 

Its people sleep. O, mothers, think 
Upon us as you sit and dream, 

And turn towards us where we shrink 



Before the hardship of our lives. 

O help us I We, who know not how, 
Who have no power to help ourselves, 

O mothers we are asking here, and now. 
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JUNO 



"Thou art true mother of men," said one, 
As twining the thread of Life, she spun. 

"With thy bosom deep, thy broadened hip, 
Thy brow serene, and thy steadfast lip ; 

"Thy girdled strength, and thy knee so sure, 
Thine arm to hold, thy heart to endure; — 

"And yet, and yet, in thy face so calm, 
Thy voice so sweet, thy passionate palm, 

"Something is hid, of allurement such 
Deeps are awaked at thy lightest touch !" 

Ah ! how she lifted then her head. 
Looked in his eyes, and softly said, 

"Mother of men, am I, yea; and true : 
Yet am I mother of women too !" 
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